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A Letter from the Editors. 


Redeemer is full of talents artists, ranging from creative writers to digital photographers and traditional 
visual artists. Over the past semester, Courtney and I have had the privilege of coming alongside to publish these 
amazing artists in this edition of Quest. With ‘home’ in our hearts, and hopefully the hearts of these artists, I am 
pleased to present to you, Quest Fall 2018 
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Natalie Lantz 


Homesick 
Kristen Borgdorff 


uunsettlement / sitting there /trying to settle in / 
leaving behind / 
taking back roads home / forced to drive / the only route you know / 


backyard views/ boring / and small / missing the forest / the way it would call / drawing you in / to the 
unknown / but never this far/ away from your home / 


taking deep breath / doubt rising from within / remind yourself / this is how it begins / this is the 
beginning / of a part of your story / you / get to write it / no need to worry 


‘Natura Manet 


Greek: Nature Remains 


Oh, but I ama wanderer, 

‘My soul belongs to the trees and the mountains, 
‘To the froth of the sea and the whistle 

Of the wind through the leaves. 

Tam a nomad, 

Roaming intrepidly over the hills, 

Searching for myself in the caw 

Of the crow, in the colours of the sky. 


(Iwas not meant to be contained by walls.) 


Tbelong among the woods, the rocks; 
Every blade of grass calls my name, 
Branches beckon me with their chlorophyll 
Fingertips, welcoming me into their midst. 


(AIL need is the open air and the earth beneath my 
feet.) 


Lauryn Francisco 


I want to sink into this mossy mattress, I want 
To stay here so long that my fingers grow into roots. 
Anchor me to the ground, keep me here in the dirt 

‘And the grass. Never have I felt a softer pillow. 

I want to cover myself in ivy and wild roses, T want to be 
Indistinguishable from the earth. 

Iwant to make this place my home. 


(Perhaps it already is.) 


1Do [live in the sea? 
How do you know? 
How does it feel- 

to be bound to the page? 


Tam not alone 

in this monastery 

on ahill far away, 

far away from any place that I would ever start describing, 
I sleep without words to tell you how 

the dreams I dream are fragments, listless like my day, 

-as far as you will ever know- 

‘They connect me. 

But you, sitting exactly where you are- 

reading words precisely in front of you- 

this page, this text, this font- 

You can categorise, you can analyse, you can say- 

Size 12. Times New Roman. Written by Joshua Jacobus Verburg. 
Yet I exist beyond here, 

unspoken 

free to be 

in restless halls or 

pleasant fields or 


Do I live in a monastery? 
Do I live in the sea? 
How do you know? 


inside the earth How does it feel- 
oralone or to be bound to the page? 
none of them. 


It starts before you came, 
remember? 

Oh, you of little faith, 

How can you find this house a home? 


Melancholy 
Sim Bos 


4 


(Cliff on the Niagara Escarpment 
George Wastle 


Kamaria Quint 


If You Walk Down County Road 5 
Sarah Bittel 


Ifyou walk down County Road 5, you'll be on the outskirts of Picton, Ontario. You'll see the 
untouched land outside of town, room for children to laugh and play. You'll see the run-down 
z00, hear the echo of the roaring lions and hear tales of escaped monkeys and bears. You'll see 
people biking, families following each other in a line. 


If you walk down County Road 5, you'll eventually see the small, blue house across the street 
from the 200 and the mailbox engraved with the number ‘940’, You'll see the large, red maple 
tree planted by the family, and the bright blue shed, recently built. 


Ifyou walk down the driveway of that small, blue house, you'll see the youngest boy, learning to 
mow the lawn for the very first time, eagerly driving the green riding lawnmower that is twice is 
size. You'll see him riding over the big hill in the backyard, his mother cautiously watching 
while siting on the back deck. 


Ifyou continue to walk on the property of the small, blue house, you'll see the new mound of 
dirt, with no green grass on top, a spot recently used to bury the family’s first dog. You'll 
imagine what they had felt, the tears they had shed. You'll sit at the empty swing-set, and see the 
family playing wifile ball at the abandoned field behind the house. You'll see the tree line, meant 
to mark the property line, but instead encouraging games of ‘hide n seek ‘and ‘tag’ with the 
neighbors. 


If you walk down County Road 5, you'll see the “For Sale” sign outside that small, blue house. 
You'll see the 12 year-old daughter huddled beside. You'll hear her weeping for what is to come. 


Let Sleeping Essays Lie 
Anna Bailey 


In philosophy class 
my stomach grumbles, 

Firecracker teacher, 

“But what does it mean to be human?” 
Image of God 


We slap a band-aid 
‘onan open wound. 


In chapel 
my stomach grumbles. 
Peaceful preacher, 
“What is incarnation? 
Love with skin.” 


My mother is love 
‘with skin; always 
listening while deadlines creep. 

‘My father is love 

‘with skin; googling my future 
while I sleep. 

‘My sisters are love 

with skin; ignoring my too loud laughter, 
Jetting me weep. 

‘My brother is love 

‘with skin; trying to talk while fm trying. 
to sleep. 


Love with skin; 
letus 

Gods image 
‘keep, 


Home of Displaced Refugees Longing to Return 
Rena Lugtigheid 


Off Campus Housing 
Kristen Borgdorff 


our house is / 


calligraphy covered walls / plants sneaking tall / open door policy / we dont close the door to pee / 
stuck to every leather seat / trying to overcome the heat / giggling into the late hours / friendships 
budding just like flowers / excited for the future / as our relationships mature 


My House 
Jenna De Boer 


In my simple house there is a 

broken window in the basement 

acting a gateway for 

frigid winter drafts and stifling summer air. 
Mismatched second hand chairs live at a 
scratched dinning table full of stories, 


In my house without walls, covered 

with renovation dust and spilled juice, 

there are props buried in memories; 

a sword, a wolf, a yellow car, a bucket of Legos. 
‘There are brothers who squawk and pictures 
lining the shelves, old and new alike. 


In my small house there are tall memories 
that live within the very walls. Lobsters 

‘wage war on the counters and hamsters 

reside beneath the laminate floor boards. 
‘There is a small family of birds in the attic and 
family of five building their lives, 


|Ahmic Lakeside 
Sim Bos 


‘This Old House 
‘Natalie Lantz 


‘This house I've built, it's crumbling and falling apart 
‘This house I've built, I thought I was safe 

reside here, with the bricks falling around me 
This house I've built, I thought was all I could have 


‘There was a knock on the door then Jesus walked in 

He takes down the pictures on the walls and packs away the lies 

He pulls up the floor boards and removes the shame buried beneath 

| found myself grasping at what I could keep from the old house 

“Jesus, it hurts” I hear myself saying. 

‘Taking my hands, he took what I was holding on to and pulling me into his arms, he spoke 


“Llove you" 


want to live with you, and this house is not ft for a king 
He peels off the wallpaper that I've tried to hide behind 

He begins to tear down the walls that I've put up around my heart 
I'm making your home a place fit for a king because I love you. 
‘The house that I built, | thought that's all I could have. 


‘Then a knock on the door changed everything. 


Next edition coming Spring 2019! 
Check out @redeemerquest on Instagram! 
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